'Your limbs are just bone and iron, Mademoiselle. They should be
fluent like water.'

Yet ballet had flowed in her, and even now, shabby, dispossessed
and alone, running down the deserted Nicholas Square, Frossia felt
caught up into the delicate drifts of Tchaikovsky's Lac des Cygnes,
music as clear and white as the snow over the Neva's ice and as coldly
impersonal, and therefore, thought Frossia, utterly satisfying. A poet,
she remembered, wrote a lyric about an old swan singing in his evening
hour:

'Because on the threshold of all-reconciling death
He had seen Truth for the first time.'

Lac des Cygnes was all alive with it. Cher Dieu, murmured Frossia,
stood still, and closed her eyes.

Behind her lay the vast square, and in front stood a shuttered con-
fectioner's shop, a neat row of ordinary houses, with the lime-fringed
arrow of the 6th Line running away from the square, things of dark
timber and darker stone, comfortably poised in a turmoiled three-
dimensioned world, and Frossia's small feet pressed the snow-caked
cobbles. But she had her eyes closed to look at other things.

So she had her moonlit wood, a young prince in shimmering green,
and his men hunting the swans, the easy, the definite, chasing the hard,
the indefinite . . . But the hunters vanished, the slender prince found
himself alone and baffled. Across the clearing broke the shimmer of a
lake, and its shining waters bore the swan towards him. The swan was
not a Sedova, not even Frossia out of her body, but a disembodied
symbol, given a cloud of white-rose plumage to satisfy one's longings
for the definite. The swan left the lake, the cygnets joined her, the
world became a whirl of fragile feathers, and Frossia opened her eyes.

She had forgotten the dim untidy room back of Liteyny Prospect,
as well as its soiled tenants. But she must not forget the Parnikovs.
Dreams of remembered loveliness could still be welcome guests of her
leisure, but not inmates of all her moments. She must think of the
Parnikovs, and settle down in the new environment, and start questing
for a job since without work nobody might live in the city ...

In the doorway of the great block she saw Captain Parnikov. She
smiled at him, saw his underlip shake, and wished she might escape his
eyes.

'You should not have done it, Euphrosynia Pavlovna. Mashenka
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